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to <jhange all Bis opinions ? Character! what was character ? It must be will; and his will was violent and firm.    Young as he was, he had early habituated himself to reflection, and the result of his musings had been a desire to live away from the world with those he loved.    The world, as other men viewed it, had no charms for him.    Its pursuits and passions seemed to him on the whole paltry and faint. He could sympathise with great deeds, but not with bustling life.     That which was common did not please him. He loved things that were rare and strange ; and the spell that bound him so strongly to Venetia Herbert was her unusual life, and the singular circumstances of her destiny that were not unknown to him.    True he was young ; but, lord of himself, youth was associated with none of those mortifications which make the juvenile pant for manhood. Cadurcis valued his youth and treasured it.    He could not conceive love, and the romantic life that love should lead, without the circumambient charm of youth adding fresh, lustre to all that was bright and fair, and a keener relish to every combination of enjoyment.    The moonbeam fell upon his mother's monument, a tablet on the cloister wall that recorded the birth and death of KATHJEBIXE CADURCIS. His thoughts flew to his ancestry.    They had conquered in Prance and Palestine, and left a memorable name to the annalist of his country.    Those days were past, and yet Cadurcis felt within him the desire,' perhaps the power, of emulating them j but what remained ?    "What career was open in this mechanical age to the chivalric genius of his race ?   Was he misplaced then in life ?    The applause of nations, there was something grand and exciting in such a possession.    To be the marvel of mankind what would ho not hazard ?     Dreams,  dreams!     If his  ancestors were valiant and celebrated it remained for him to rival, to excel them, at least in one respect.    Their coronet had never rested on a brow fairer than the one for which he destined . it.   Venetia then, independently of his passionate love, was
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